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Healing 


Author's Notes: 

I'm back, y'all! ;) 

And y'know, listening to ‘Epic Sad Music Mix’ really makes your writing over-dramatic. Oh well. Just pretend it's 
a movie. Haha 


(Or listen to it while reading, whatever.) 


"m so cold." The wind whips around him, ruffling his hair. "| always get cold when the wind blows, don't you 


remember?" 
"| remember." David lowers his head and turns away to look out over the city. 


"Won't you come back?" His voice is quiet, but his eyes are screaming. "I miss you." His face crumples, and he 


screams. "l'm sorry!" 


"| can't" David's eyes reflect the other man's pain. "You know the same thing would just happen again. We'd just 
start fighting like we always do" Turning away from the ledge, his eyes shine with un-shed tears. "I wish | 


could.. |.." He stops, his voice cracking. "I still love you Dave." 


Dave's face seems to shatter as his legs give way, and he collapses to his knees on the cold concrete, under 
the unfeeling iron sky. “All these years I've been learning to live alone. Now | guess I'll just have to keep on 
doing it." His eyes close, hair falling down to cover the tears that are creeping down his cheeks as he slowly 
rises to his feet. "Please just try. I'm different now. Something changed once you left. | think you've changed 
too, and you know that. Please." 


David's shoulders slump, and he looks up at the dark clouds. "Look at me." His voice is almost a whisper, his 


eyes intense now. 
Slowly the other man looks up, and his eyes are no longer masks. This person is broken, ready to give up. He 
needs someone to lean on, to help him heal. He's seen too many things to hold, shattered too many times to 


keep rebuilding. 


David hesitates, looking into those eyes, before he steps forward and embraces him, the tears finally falling. "Ill 
try." For he's seen things too, and he's been broken before, though he hides it well 


"Thank you." 


They stand there, two souls that have been separated for too long. Two halves of a broken heart, attempting 
to stitch themselves back together. 


Would they be successful? 


Only time can tell. But for now they remain on that windswept roof-top, holding on to each other like they had 


both longed to do for so long, and starting their journey once more. 


